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Mirror, Mirror 


Author's Notes: 
Written as a gift for Augustine ¥ 


| am touched by the emails | received asking why | haven't been around and when I'm going to update any of 


my fics. It's nice to know that I've been missed and | hope you all enjoy my new fic. 


Soho, London 
October 198b 


The air was fresh, its sharpness exhilarating. | looked up at the night sky and it occurred to me that in an age 
of hope people saw the heavens, whereas today they called it simply space. There is something sickly there, a 
portent, not only about the age in which we live but my own state of mind. | sucked in smoke and exhaled a 


wisp of life as stars shimmered overhead. 


They are going to hate the album. Aye, the inevitability of failure is totally supreme, overriding everything. No 
way out. No way through. I'll be back in Sheffield before the year is over, a has-been dumb leopard saying 
nothing, doing nothing and being, nothing. Chin up, | can almost hear Dad saying. There is no failure, remember, 
except in no longer trying. It is the courage to continue that counts. Go back to London, lad. Go back to London, 
Listen to your father. Go back to London and try again. If Rick could do it then you bloody well can | inhaled a 
final drag and flicked the stub out of the window. 


"Joe." 

| dragged myself over to the dresser and smoothed my fingers along the supple timber, remembering how 
much | used to love working with wood as a lad Each timber has its own character. Some species cut under 
the chisel like hard cheese while others have all the resilience of steel. | have a weakness for English oak. It 
exudes natural oil from its pores and withstands exceptional conditions. It smells of ripe earth. | dipped my head 
to inhale the aroma, and there it was. The scent of woodlands filled my nose and | shivered as the memory of 
baying hounds on the Yorkshire moors quickened the blood in my veins. Ahh. Visions of a dewy dawn, the day 
advancing oh so softly. Yes. Yes | closed my eyes, feeling soothed and appeased, suddenly immersed in the 
magic of memory. 

"Joe?" 

| looked over my shoulder at my bass player buttoning up a crisp linen shirt. Everything about Sav is crisp. | 
want to cut him down like a tree and use a slab of Sav to build something useful, like a table. Something | can 
work on. Something | can carve on. Some kind of honest communion to make amends for the lie we are living. 
"You're going," | said calmly. 

"Aye." 

"No desire to tarry any longer?" 


"None. It's nowt to do with me, this crap. I've had enough." 


| almost bared my teeth and whined. "Yeah, can't say | blame you. It's not your fault that I've chosen to grieve 


over selfish bollocks, eh. Wasn't that how you put it?" 

"How I've put it makes sod all difference to anything, Joe. You can sulk alone." 
"Come on, mate," | sighed. "Don't go." 

"l'm hungry," he muttered. "There's nowt but apples in the cupboard” 


"There's beer." 


ls that what you're living on these days? Beer and apples?" 
"Occasionally | treat myself to stale bread. How about a protein shake?" 
Sav didn't find it funny. 


"What? We could live on that and be perfectly healthy, y'know. I'm talking about a desert island situation here, 


or maybe nuclear holocaust. Picture it, Sav." 
"Must |?" 


"We're shipwrecked and there's nothing to eat so we're forced to live off the protein in our spunk. Don't give 
me that look, planes go down all the time. It could happen" 


"You've just put me off blowjobs for life. You know that?" 
| flashed him my wide smile. "Well, what about the nettles in the garden?" 


Sav approached me and wrapped his arms around my waist, rubbing small circles into my back. Damn Sav and 


his bass playing fingers, they would make elegant bookends. 

"Nettle soup," | murmured. "We can have apples for pudding." 

"Ill have you for pudding when you've cheered the fuck up." 

‘Oh aye?" 

He crossed his bookends behind my back. "But not on an empty stomach." 

"Starving, eh?" | clicked my tongue. "We can't have that. I'll hit the shops. Requests?" 

"Bangers and mash." 

"You off my banger then?" 

"Give it a rest, Joe" 

"Never." 

| took his face in my hands and brushed my thumb over his lips before going in for an open-mouthed kiss. His 
body instantly hardened against mine. Sav fumbled with the zipper in my trousers, running fingers along my 


length and stroking me with the skill engendered by years of experience. Sav knew my body well. We were fine- 
tuned to each other's needs and rhythms, but after a time it stopped working for me. | wasn't feeling it 


anymore. | steeled myself against the pain in his eyes and tried to think of something funny to say, but all | 
could think about was deadwood drifting on the Tyne. 


| scrubbed a hand through my hair. "Sorry, eh. Maybe later." 


He chewed his lip and nodded. 


| bought some groceries on Charing Cross Road before turning right into Manette Street and making my way 
through the backstreets of Soho. The West End of London is a great big breeding-place for vermin, both 
human and animal. Outside amongst the swine | settled into something of an easy calm, no airs or pretences 
needed around these parts. | could just about prowl around in the nightime without being recognised or chased 
by the paparazzi. | enjoyed the relative freedom | had here in England, it was impossible to do in the States. 
Well, enjoy it while you can, mate. It didn't matter anymore. The only thing that mattered tonight was scoring 
some Charlie before getting primed and ready for tomorrow's cross-examination with the record company. | 
shuddered and increased my pace, troubled thoughts blurring my vision so that | failed to notice the object 
lying on the ground before me. My heavy boot crunched it down into the tarmac before | realised | had 
trodden on something hard. 


"Blimey." 
Two sightless slits stared up at me, mud covering the lower portion of the crushed skull. 


It was a dead cat. | took a closer look and furrowed my brow. The alley was closed off to vehicles so it couldn't 
have been hit by a car. | like animals, more than most people if truth be told ard | didn't like the idea of this 
poor beggar being left out to rot. | looked around for something | could use as a glove and found an empty 
packet of crisps. Crouching down, | pulled at a pointed ear and the cat's head came free with a sucking sound, 


making me throw the skull into the air. 
"Bloody hell." 
l'm not squeamish, but you don't expect a decapitated cat. 


| dispatched the little body and its appendage and hurried along to Dean Street where | hoped to find Chubs, 
the finest purveyor of dope in Soho. He is also the singer of a once popular band, but I'm not going to mention 


his real name. Discretion and that. 


A sudden flurry of movement to my left brought me to another halt and | squinted at the darkened figures 
across the alley, they fought frantically before settling into an uneasy stillness. A deal gone sour, | expect. One 
of the men raised his voice and the other dived at him before being flung against a wall. It was none of my 
business, and | was just about to walk away when | recognised the nasal drawl. Hah, fancy that. | suppose | 
could wait until Chubs finished his business with this other punter. | backed into the shadows and crossed my 
arms over my chest. Come on, you wanker. | quickly scanned the alley, knowing that his lackeys would be here 


any moment to do his bidding. Oh, not that Chubs wasn't perfectly capable of doing the dirty himself, he was a 


keen boxer and landed such a devastating blow to the man's jaw that | could see blood flying out of his mouth 
from where | was standing. The hair on my arm bristled. Yeah, that's right, let the poor sod have it because 
you're a misanthropic cunt. The rope is slung and the noose is tied. | sighed wearily and crept out of the 
shadows. 

"Oil Chubs, you tosser. | thought it was you," | said, grinning. 

"Elliott?" he frowned, releasing his grip slightly. "What are you doing here?" 


"Looking for you as a matter of fact," | glanced at the other chap for the first time. Young, long hair. Couldn't 
look more out of place if he tried. "What's happening here?" 


Chubs snarled. "Little tyke thought he'd play silly buggers. Counterfeit notes!" 


| grunted noncommittally. You would need to be bloody stupid to offer counterfeit bills to a criminal. Something 
told me there was more to it than that. "Oh aye?" 


The lad shoved Chubs away. "| fucking told you | didn't know they were fake!" 


Ahh, that explained it. The lad was American. | looked at Chubs and shrugged. "He's a tourist, mate. Isn't used 


to our currency. Give the sod a break, eh?" 

"Ill give him a break. Ill break his fucking bones if he doesn't hand over the cash 
| looked at the lad expectantly, "Well?" 

Chubs snorted. "Says he ain't got any, and then he swallowed the fucking thing! 


| barked out a laugh, and the lad smirked. Cheeky bugger. "Well, breaking his bones won't get your money back. | 
suppose you could wait for him to shit it out." 


"Yeah, could do," he sneered "Or | could cut him open and get it back right now!" 
| was getting a little bored of his bollocks. 


Chubs wasn't a murderer, he was a musician who supplemented his income by dealing dope. Occasionally he was 
known to fuck someone up. My eyes cut to the lad, | wouldn't say he looked fucked exactly. Sure, he had a 
black eye and a fat lip but he didn't seem the slightest bit intimidated, in fact there was an unmistakable air of 


defiance in his eyes. 


"What's the damage?" | opened my wallet. | wanted to go home and get high. Get laid, even, if | could manage it 
without humiliating myself again. "I'll cover whatever he owes you. Just throw in my usual, all right," | handed 


Chubs two hundred pounds. 


"Another fifty, and consider that a discount, mate." 

| handed Chubs another note and after a short exchange of empty pleasantries, | stepped forward and he 
inclined his head at me. It was like being observed by a giant rat. | held his gaze, and suddenly Chubs seemed ill 
at ease, fiddling with the watch on his wrist. | know my stare can be unnerving and l'm not shy about using it 
to my advantage when the situation calls for it. A moment later he finally buggered off, not before 
threatening to ‘rip the tyke a new one' if he ever saw him around these parts again. We watched Chubs 
scurry into the fog like a feeble version of Jack the fucking Ripper. 

| glanced across at the lad. "All right?" 

He stepped forward and the lamplight cast a glow over the leather jacket that clung to his figure. Tall and 
attractive with a tumbling fall of auburn curls, he scrubbed a hand over his bloodied mouth and grinned 
lopsidedly. "I'm fine. Um, thanks..for that.” 

"You're welcome. Did you really swallow it?" 


He snorted. "Nah," he retrieved a silver wad from his pocket. "What do | owe you?" 


"In counterfeit notes?" | arched my brow. "Consider it a gift. Wouldn't want you going home thinking ill of our 


hospitality. Come on, I'll walk you to a Tube station 
“Seriously? Dude | don't need a chaperone, okay?" 
| lit a cigarette and offered him one. "I can see that." 


He mumbled his thanks and kicked idly at the tarmac. 


"Right, I'm off. | suggest you leave before Chubs and his muppets spot you sulking around and kick your arse 


back to America Do you need money? Real money?" 

He blew out smoke, frowning slightly. "Why the fuck are you helping me?" 
"Dunno lad. Because you're wearing a Led Zeppelin shirt and Robert's a mate’ 
‘What's your name?" 

My arse. 


Def Leppard are one of the best-selling heavy metal bands in the world, head and shoulders above anyone else 


in America, and he was clearly into metal. 


"You know my name." 

He smirked and pulled on his cigarette. "Yeah..1 know who you are, man. Saw you guys back in ‘83 and you were 
shit hot. The way Collen shredded that fretboard..Dinky superstrat, right? It's Jackson guitars all the way for 
me now. So, uh, the fuck you doing out here anyway? Don't you have a bodyguard or some shit like that?" 
"Not in this country.’ 

"Oh no? Fame is a fickle thing. So when's the new record coming out? It's been too long." 

"I know what its been and its none of your business." 


He chuckled. "A little touchy there, huh? If my band had a one-armed drummer—" 


| flung him against the wall and throttled him, gnashing my teeth as he slowly suffocated. "If you had a one- 


armed drummer then what exactly, eh?" 
'|.didn't mean..anything.” 
| gave him a vacant stare, and let go. "You're not having the best night, are you?" 


"Why d'ya have to do that for?" he rubbed his neck. "| was gonna say that if my drummer lost his arm in a 
crash I'd be totally fucked. | admire you guys for going on, honestly." 


That's all | needed, sympathy from a stranger. Rick could play the drums one-armed with more skill and 
passion than anyone in the entire sodding business. It wasn't about him anymore. | sighed and reached into my 
wallet. 

"Here," | held out a note. "Get some food. Get a hotel room if you haven't got one." 

He looked at the cash, then into my eyes, and shook his head. "I can't accept that." 

"Fine," | said coolly. "Take care." 

| turned away and started to walk down the alley. 


"Hey, wait a minute." 


There was no point in hurrying, wherever | plod | am always in the same place. It was where | was yesterday 


and where | will be tomorrow. One boundless singularity. 


"Dude, wait up!" 


Too late. One day | may disappear walking around in a fog. Left, right, left, right, the wind coming at my back 
and the devil waiting for me by the wayside. 


"Fine! You fucking ignore me, Elliott. Like | give a shit. Don't even like your band anyway. Rock of Ages? Rock of 
shit is what it is!" 


| came out of my thoughts to notice everything around me, the cobblestones embedded in mortar, the 
patterns of the shadows across the way, and the crunch of ruming footsteps on the gravel. | clanged down a 
narrow flight of steps feeling long and ancient and stretched out like a snake, before hearing a sudden fall. | 
looked over my shoulder and saw the lad hunched over a pile of broken glass, rocking back and forth in silence. 
| crouched by him. "Fuck me, it really isn't your night. Are you okay?" 

He looked away, lips pursed. "Yes." 

| lifted the cuffs away from the torn flesh in his leg. The creases in his face were testament to the pain he 
was in, though he remained perfectly still and composed about it. Blood pooled underneath his leg, complimenting 
his hair. He looked like a stunning Pre-Raphaelite painting in which all the objects were the same colour of too- 


vivid red. 


"All right lad, stay calm," | examined his leg, trying to assess the damage. He didn't seem to have nicked an 


artery but he was cut up pretty bad. "We need to get you to hospital.” 

"| don't have insurance." 

"We have free healthcare in this country, for everyone." 

‘Im not going. Just help me up, okay?" 

"What's your name?" 

"Calvin" 

‘Listen to me, Calvin, you need medical attention. I'm taking you to the hospital." 
"| said | ain't going!" 

| sighed. "But | can't help you in this filthy bloody alley over a plague pit 
"Plague pit?" his face lit up. "Where? Like, right here?" 


The lad had a busted face and a lacerated leg but mention bubonic plague and he bucks up like a child at a 


fairground. | sat down in the muck and pointed to a cobbled enclave. 


"That marks the original boundary of a medieval plague pit. London's full of them." 
"That's awesome. We don't have anything as cool as that in LA” 
ls that where you're from?" 


"No," he shifted his weight and winced, and then | noticed the cuts in his wrists. Not near any crucial veins, 
but enough to leave red tracks across his skin. It probably happened when he held his hands out to cushion 


the fall. 


"Look," | said gently. "I have a place a couple of streets away. l'm no flipping doctor but I've got a first aid kit 
and can help you with these cuts, or at least stop the bleeding until | knock you over the head with a bottle of 
scotch and then take you to the hospital.” 


He smiled a little. "Scotch, huh. | got a better idea. Just give me the bottle and I'll pass out, then you won't 


have to deal with my smart ass and you can do whatever you want." 
"Interesting choice of words." 

"ll do anything to get high. Does that shock you?" 

"Nothing shocks me." 

"You don't know me yet" 

"Are you worth knowing?" 

His lips parted and | could feel the warmth of his breath. "You bet" 


* eK 


Having your arm ripped off does things to you. A trauma like that marks a young person forever and pulls 
them out of line. How anyone can have their livelihood literally amputated and come through it well-adjusted on 
any level is an absolute miracle. Rick, who learned to play a customised drum kit and rocks it harder than any 
drummer on the planet, is an absolute miracle. About a year after the accident, when the autopilot high that 
allowed me to support Rick and carry the rest of the band had worn off, | would wake up at night and scratch 
at my skin. Terror swarmed my body thick as blowflies and maggots on a week old corpse. | was terrified of 
getting out of bed, of getting dropped by our record company, of going back to Sheffield and working in a 
factory like my father and my father's father and his father's fucking father. When | did manage to get out 


of bed | would limp around in a hellish contortion of pain. 


My mood was uncontrollable and unpredictable and | would go from near-elation to heaviness and despair in a 


second, and then in a few hours my mood would flip over again. Blinking awake what seemed like months later, | 
caught glimpses of the great hot sun and the sapphire of the sky before being ushered into something 
peaceful, but it was a temporary peace. It was a fickle thing that faded as quickly as sex weighed down by the 
night or a fleet of golden galleons at sea. Eventually | gave my pain the freedom to flow without attempting to 
control or fix it. Some things can't be fixed like a radio or a broken boss pedal. Some things that break remain 
broken forever. 

Calvin crossed the threshold and looked inquisitively about the hallway. "Nice place." 

"Thanks," | said, helping him onto the sofa. "By the look of things you don't have any puncture wounds so you 
probably don't need to see a doctor. But you've lost a lot of blood and those cuts need seeing to, so raise your 
leg and try not to move." 

He snorted. "I'm not exactly feeling the Tonga right now, no worries." 

"You should probably replenish some of the fluids you lost. I'll make you a cuppa" 

"A what now?" 

"Cup of tea." 

His eyes glazed. "I'll try to contain my excitement. Do you have anything stronger?" 

"Drink tea and I'll give you scotch." 

"Pour milk into it and I'll throw up." 

"Are you always so bloody antagonistic?" 

"Oh dude, you don't know the half of it. Its called getting what you want." 

My face pinched in annoyance. Americans Poncing around like they own the fucking planet. | thrust my hands 
into my pockets and slipped through to the kitchen | made haste with the kettle, glancing at the walls, taking in 
the old bills tacked to the board and the funny illustrations from Private Eye. The sooty smears that marked 
the walls above the cracked ceiling reminded me of how long it had been since | actually lived here, and then a 
figure slung through the doorway. | glanced across the counter at Sav. 

"What is Dave Mustaine doing here dripping blood on the carpet?" 


"What?" 


He pointed towards the hall. "The ginger lad you've got sat on the couch." 


"He's a tourist | found squabbling with Chubs. His name is Calvin" 
Sav shook his head. "No Joe. That's Dave Mustaine from Megadeth." 
"Oh aye? Could have sworn it was Billy Idol having a bad hair day." 


He gave me a look. "You've perked up. You know what? | could give a rat's arse what he's doing here. Just show 
up to tomorrow's meeting. D'ya think you can handle that?" 


"You off?" 

"I think that's a good idea. Do you have bandages and whatnot?" 

"That's why | brought him here," | said, and then frowned. "Are you sure about him?" 

Sav gave me a small smile and left the kitchen, and a moment later | heard the front door slammed shut. | 
leaned over the counter, listening to the muffled music drifting in from the lounge. The weather had 
deteriorated into a strangely hot evening and mist hung in great miasmic wreaths around the place. When | 
returned to the sitting room my guest was thumbing through my record collection, and | took the opportunity 
to drink in the detail of his exquisite face. Of course, there are few things in life more deceptive than a 
person's face. | stepped into his line of sight, and when he turned his gaze to me the curve of his cheek 
illuminated like a crescent moon 

| gave him the tea and sank into an armchair. "So, Cal What is it you do for a living?" 

He snorted softly. "Good question This and that. Hustle people." 

"Men or women?" 

"I take what I'm given. You buying?" 


I'm not buying your bullshit" 


He didn't speak, merely fixing me with an impudent smirk. Dave craned his long neck and peered back at my 


record collection. "You're not really a metal fan, are you?" 
"Not really, no. 

"But you dig Purple and Rainbow, that's cool. Got a lighter?" 

| gave him a lighter and leaned forward, all attention "Are you into metal, Cal?" 


He fired up a cigarette and a tiny point of amber light glowed in the dimness, the curling smoke causing him to 


narrow his eyes. Selectively." 


| cocked my head to one side and gave him the benefit of my most devastating smile. His face flushed. "Well, 
let's have another look at those wounds. Take your clothes off" 


"Anything you say," he got up and proceeded to undress slowly, fixing me with that eternal smirk that could 


have devoured the dazzling disc of the sun. 


| leaned back in my armchair, stretching widely, deliberately letting my jacket fall open. Predictably, his eyes 
moved down my body. | grinned and he looked away, a knowing smile twitching at his lips. | was in no hurry to 
expose the truth about Dave. I'm sure he had a good reason for lying to me about his identity. Who was | to 
call him on his bullshit anyway, when my own truth can no longer be distinguished from deceit? We are a 
dishonest race, a company of liars presenting skewed images of ourselves that are collections of half-truths 


and exclusions. | would not damn him for my own sins. 


His leg was a study in wet reds and blacks. | stopped to examine his arms, which were livid with bruises, and 


then cleaned the angry lacerations with a soft clean cloth. 
"Why are you helping me?" he murmured suddenly. 


| dipped tweezers into rubbing alcohol and gently removed a small piece of glass from his knee, careful not to 
scrub the wound. "Because | can't help myself" 


To be continued. 


